THE   QUESTING   BEAST
Every day Dr. Ussher promised me I was to be released,
but nothing happened till the end of January, when the
order came through that I could leave the prison but not
the town, and that Dr. Ussher was to hold himself
responsible for my parole.
The first meal at Dr. Ussher's house and the clean
sheets in which I slept were marvellous to the senses.
I now began to help Dr. Ussher and Mr. Peers with
the care of the orphans. The other Americans had left
and officially closed the relief station, but Dr. Ussher and
Mr. Peers, who had an Armenian wife, determined to carry
on as long as any supplies were left.
The difficulty of running the N.E.K., with constant
Bolshevik interference, was enormous, but Dr. Ussher
worked magnificently and was disheartened by nothing.
The town was very quiet. Misery had not been alleviated.
Carts plodded wearily through the snow, filled to the top
with dead naked children who had been herded together
in the local cinema and carried to the communal graves as
they succumbed. The windows were full of propaganda
pictures. Troops were everywhere. People were betrayed,
hurried off to prison or put away almost every hour. The
Secret Police was hard at work, and my chief occupation
was to keep as much in the background as possible. Most
of my former soldiers were in the Red Army now, but there
was no saluting. I was urged to keep out of the main
streets during the constant propaganda speeches that took
place at the street corners, as several former officers had been
set upon by their former troops, but I had no reason to fear
a similar fate myself. The apparent quietness of the town,
however, was only the calm before the storm. I soon dis-
covered that schemes were afoot for a counter-revolution,'